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"I have taken this house," said Miss WHAT WE OWE TO POOK
CHILDREN".mlt&w &mnt jponita, "BE NOT APBAID."

O'er Galilee's historic wave.
Night's sable drapery is thrown ;

Its daik and troubled water lave
A fisher's vessel, floating lone.

A tempest's breath is whistling nigh ;

The heavens are shadowed o'er with cloud;
The lightnings flash along the sky,

And echo back in thunders loud.

The foaming surges wash the shore.
And are with fury rudely tost,

And O ! will not that barque and more,
Ita crew of gallant souls, be lost ?

But look t what means that glorious light
Advancing toward them? can it bo

A moonbeam 'thwart the fitful night?
Or "spirit walking on the sea"?

The mariners are chained with fear;
But joy I their fears are quick allayed,

As o'er the swelling waves they hear
Christ's "It is I. be not afraid"!.

Sweet, welcome voice, beloved tones.
That reach across life's troubled sea,

With light and calm and power, at once
To fishermen of Galilee I

riot, sprawling across the grass-grow- n

paths, and packing themselves into the
angles of the fence, where the honey-

suckles trailed, and the scarlet poppies
looked like drops of blood. The old
garden of Kipple Grange was like a hor-

ticultural show gone mad at midsummer.
And even now it was sweet with tufts
of crocus, blue-velv- et iris and daffodils,
while at the rear rose up the silent hem-

lock wood, still and scented and emerald
green in the twilight.

Miss Briggs, with her terrier dog, her
band-bo- x, and her poor little hair trunks
studded with brass nails, had got there
early. She had opened the windows to
let in the yellow glow of the April sun-se- t,

kindled a fire with straight sticks
ton the deep-tile- d health, and was sit-

ting on 'a starch box turned upside down

drinking cold tea, and feeding her dog
with occasional scraps of corned beef
and baker's bread.

WE DO NOT CLAIM
that Hood's Saesapaeilla will cure every-

thing, but the fact that on the purity and
vitality of the hlood depend the vigor and
health of the whole system, and that disease
of various kinds is often only the sign that
nature is trying to remove the disturbing
cause, we are naturally led to the conclusion
that a remedy that gives life and vigor to
the blood, eradicates scrofula and other Im-

purities from It, as Hood's Sarsapakixla
undoubtedly does, must be the means of pre-

venting many diseases that would occur
without its use; hence the field of Its useful-
ness is quite an extended one, and we are
warranted in recommending it for all de-
rangements of the system which are caused
by an unnatural state of the blood.

Why Suffer with Salt-Rheu-m ?
Messrs. C. I. Hood & Co., Lowell, Mass.

Gentlemen I was a great sufferer from
Salt-Rheu- m on my limbs, for a dozen years
previous to the summer of 1876, at which
time I was cured by Hood's Sarsaparilla.
The skin would become dry, chap, crack
open, bleed and itch intensely, so that I
could not help scratching, which of course
made them worse. At the time I com-
menced taking Hood's Sarsaparilla in the
summer of 1870) they were so Dad that they
discharged, and I was obliged to keep them
bandaged with linen cloths. The skin was
drawn so tight by the heat of the disease
that if I stooped over they would crack open
and actually bring tears into my eyes. The
first bottle "benefited me so much that I con-
tinued taking it till I was cured I used one
box of Hood's Olive Ointment, to relieve the
Itching. Hoping many others may learn the
value of Hood's Sarsaparilla and receive as
much benefit as I have, I am,

Very truly yours,
MRS. S. S. MOODY,

No. 75 Broadway.
Lowell, Mass., Jan. 15, 1878.

Hood's Sarsaparilla
Is sold by druggists. Price $1, or six for $5.
Prepared by C. I. HOOD & Co., Lowell, Mass.

Soft lips, yesterday rippling with
laughter, sweet as woodland brook falls,
gay aa the trill of the forest bird, to-

night unresponsive to kiss or call of
love.

A silent home the patter of baby
feet forever hushed a cradle bed

Little shoes half-wor- n dain-

ty garments shoulder knots of blue to
match those eyes of yesterday folded
with aching heart &way.

A tiny mound snow-cover- ed in some
quiet graveyard.

A mother's groping touch, in uneasy
slumber, for the fair head that shall
never rest upon her bosom. The low
Bob, the bitter tear, aa broken dreams
awake to sad reality. The hopes of
future yeara wrecked, life fair ships
that suddenly go down in sight of land.

The watching of other babies, dim-

pled, laughing, strong, and this one
gone ! The present agony of grief, the
future emptiness of heart all held in
those three little words,"Baby is dead 1"

Indeed, it is well that we can copy
and soon forget the words so freighted
with woe to those who receive and send
them. And yet it cannot harm us now
and then to give a tender thought to
those whom our careless pen-stro- ke is
preparing such a weight of grief. Tele-

graph Operator.

GARFIELD TELLS "A .

LITTLE STORY."

"To Let Kipple Grange."
Mr. Pixley was a real estate agent.

Mr. Pixley had a goodly number of
houses on his list in his time, but never
one bo persistently, unalterably, perse-vering- ly

on his list as Kipple Grange.
Year after year it had figured on his
books as a "Desirable Country Residence
to be had on Reasonable Terms ;" year
after year it bad hung hopelessly on his
bands.

Nor was Mr. Pixley the only real-esta- te

agent who had wrestled, so to speak,
with Kipple Grange. Other land-broke- rs

and rent-collecto- rs had had their
"try" at it, with equally unsatisfactory
results. It had been advertised in news-

papers, and pasted up on bulletin-board-s

and still it remained "Kipple Grange
To Let."

"Hang the old place !" said Mr. Pix-

ley vehemently scratching his bald head.
I wish it would burn down, or blow

away, or something I It is a disgrace to

a business man to keep such an eyesore
on his list. I've a great mind to put
old Miss Briggs into it, to keep it in or-

der till I can get a better tenant.. She

wants a place cheap. I'll let her have.
Kipple Grange for nothing."

So when Miss Briggs came tiptoeing
into the real-esta- te office a faded, mel-

ancholy little old maid, leading her ter-

rier dog by its string, and wearing a
green veil to neutralize the spring winds

Mr. Pixley told her that Kipple Grange
should be hers, for the present, at least.

"You'll very probably find it lonely,"
said he.

"I dote on the country," said Miss

Briggs.
"And very much out of repair," he

added..
"1 don't doubt but that it will do for

me," said the little old spinster, her fa-

ded eyes brightening.
"Probably, also there's a ghost about

the premises," jocosely uttered the agent
Miss Briggs shook her head with a

sad smile. "It's live people I'm afraid
of," said she, "not dead ones."

"Well," said Mr. Pixley, "Kipple
Grange shall be yours this quarter, if
you'll fix up the garden a little, and
give the place a lived-i- n sort of look. Of
course it will be for sale, and I shall
expect you to do your best for our inter-
ests."

And Miss Briggs courtesied, and said
"Yes, I will," and withdrew, greatly
elated in spirit

Upon the same day, the 25 of April,
Mr. Beggarall, the real-esta- te agent of
Dorchester, let Kipple Grange to old
Mr. Hyde, who was a naturalist and a
botanist and an entomologist, to say
nothing of half a dozen other ists, and

Briggs, with dignity.
"So have we" said Mrs. Bellairs.
"So have I," declared the bald'head- -

ed old gentleman, who had by this time
made his way np into the ruby light of
Miss Briggs' fire, and stood there, close

ly hugging his flat traveling case.
"Dear me," said Mrs Kipple ; "this

is very singular. And have come here
because the house wasn't rented at all."

And then ensued a general chorus of
explanations, laugher, and deprecations,
whose general effect was heightened by

a single combat between Master Pierre
Bellair's monkey and Miss Briggs' ter
rier.

"What are we to do?' said Miss
Briggs, plaintively looking at her hair
trunks studded with brass nails.

"Do?" said Mrs. Kipple, briskly,
why there is but one thing to do, that

I see ; the house is big enough for us,
and half a dozen families to boot Let
us all live here together."

"1 am sure I have no objection at all,"
said Mrs. Bellairs.

"Neither have I," said the old gentle
man, setting down his flat travelling
case with a sigh of relief.

"Birds in their little nesta agree,"
quoted Mr. Bellairs, who had by this
time entered upon the scene with a joint
of bedstead balanced across his shoulder.
"And it seems to me as if we might do

the same thing."
So Kipple Grange was let, and good,

earnest Mrs. Kipple and Dorcas estab
lished themselves in two sunny rooms
giving to the south, where the apple
boughs brushed against the lozenge- -

shaped panes of the casement. The
Bellairs family settled down all over the
rest of the first floor, in a miscellaneous,
cosmopolitan sort of way, mixing up old
china, birds, sermon-pape- r, patchwork
and theology in a manner which amazed
the precise soul of gentle Miss Briggs.
The scientific man perched himself on

the top floor, where he could have a good
outlook with his telescope, and set up
his cases of specimens without let or
hindrance. And Miss Briggs herself
made a home-lik-e little home on the sec-

ond floor, and devoted her whole energy
and not without some degree of suc-

cess to keeping the piece between Nip,
and terrier and Chico, the monkey.

Mrs. Kipple, however, got tired of
rural felicity, and returned to the city
in the autumn.

Mr. Bellairs received a call to a Del
aware parish, where peaches were thick-

er than blackberries, and he accepted it
promptly.

"What shall we do now ?" said Miss

Briggs, who was disposed to take a tim
orous view of things.

Mr. Hyde pushed his spectrcles onto
the top of his head. "Don't you like
the house ?" he asked.

"Yes," Misa Briggs admitted, "I like
the house."

"And don't you consider the situa-
tion salubrious?"

"Certainly."
"Then," said Mr. Hyde, looking at

the edge of his geological hammer, "why
don't you stay here ?"

"What, all alone?" said Mis9 Briggs.
"No," said the scientific gentleman,

"with me 1"

"Good gracious," said Miss Briggs.
"We both like the place," said Mr.

Hyde, "we like the situation and we

like each other. Why shouldn't we set-

tle down here for life."
"But I have never thought of such a

thing," said Miss Briggs, in trepidation.
"Think of it now,". said Mr. Hyde in

accents of scientific persuasion, as he
laid down his hammer and took her
black-mittene- d hand tenderly in his.

And Mr. Bellairs married them be-

fore he went away, and Kipple Grange
has never been "to let" since. JJarper's
Bazar.

William. H. Robertson, the new collec-

tor. of New York, was born at Bedford,
Westchester county, October 10, 1823,
and was educated at the Union Academy
in that place. He studied at the bar,
and was admitted in 1847. He was a
member of the assembly in 1849 and
1850, of the state senate in 1854, 1855
and from 1872 continuosly to the pres-

ent time, From 1874 to date he has
acted as president pro tern, of that body.
He was county .Judge of Westchester
county twelve years; presidential elect-

or in 1860 ; representative in the fortieth
congress ; delegate to the national con-

ventions in 1864, 1876 and 1880, and
delegate to whig and republican state
canvention for years ; he was a member
of the republican state committee for ten
successive yeara. . In 1876 Williams
College conferred the degree of LL.D.
upon him.

A West End father urged his boy ei-

ther to be a clown in a' circus, a canal
boat captain, a fireman, a railroad engi
neer, a pirate or an Indian fighter, and
the boy at once decided to study for the
ministry, which was what the old man,
who understood the perversity of boy na-

ture, wanted.

Fonder oh These Tbuthi. Torpid kidneys, and
constipated bowels, are the great caoses of chronic
diseases. Kidney-Wo-rt bas cored thousands. Try it
and you will add one more to their number. Habitual
costiveness afflicts millions of the American people,
Kidney-Wo- rt will cure It. Kidney Wort has cured
kidney complaints of thirty years standing. Try It.
Bee advertisement.

The world owes some of its richest
treasures to those who were deemed

unfortunate in youth, and who looked to

others at that unsheltered period for
pity, protection and help.

Our country was discovered by Colum-

bus. He was a hard-work- ed boy and
often knew the need of sufficient food.

We owe our freedom of religion which

has made our institutions what they
are to Luther. The Reformer once sung
ballads in the streets to procure the
means of an education. Our advances
in science started with Franklin ; yet
the inventor ate his penny roll in the
city of Philadelphia when' a lad," and
knew what it was to feel all alone in
the world. We owe the beginnings of
our cotton mills to Sir Richard Ark-wrig- ht

He was the youngest of a poor

family of thirteen children, and his
father was a barber. The curse of
slavery was removed from our land by
the penstroke of Abraham Lincoln. He
ate the bread of hardship in childhood,
and went as poorly clad as the humblest
child in the streets of any country vil-lia- ge

to-da- y. The President of the United
States waa once a poor hard-workin- g,

friendless boy.

The greatest missionary of the century
was Dr. Livingstone. He learned Latin
from a book on his loom while at work,

and he once said proudly on completing
his education, "I never had a dollar
that I did not earn."

Professor Heyne, one of the greatest
scholars that Germany or the world
ever produced, was a penniless child.
"Want," Baid he, "was the companion of
my child-hoo- d, I well remember my

mother's distress, when without food

for her children. I have seen her on a
Saturday evening, weeping, and wring-

ing her hands as she returned home

having been unable to sell the goods

that my father had made." A kind
family helped him in his distress at
school, and in so doing honored them-

selves and thier country in a way of
which they did not dream.

Some forty years ago, there lived in
one of the country towns of New York,

a slender little factory girl. She speaks
of her early recollections of "noise and
filth, bleeding hands, sore feet, and a
very sad heart." She says, "I used
often to rise at two o'clock in the morn

ing, and do the washing for the family."
She found friends. That girl was Emily
Chubbuck Judson.

He who protects and educates friend-

less children, makes the best contribution
to the future that the human resource
can find. He builds himself a monu-

ment, not in marble, but in influence.

Lips will call him blessed, when the moss
is filling the letters of his cenotaph. He
lives for ends that do not terminate in
himself.

NO CHANCE FOR HIM.
- He was coming downNFohn R. street

with a "crick" in his back, a wobble in
his knees and a thumb tied up in a rag.
Perspiration had wilted his collar and
made his flannel crawl up, and each

knee carried the marks of dust At
Miami avenue he halted a pedestrian,
got his aching back against the lamp-

post, and asked :

"Sir, do you suppose George Wash-

ington ever fell down stairs with a bu-

reau after and on top of him ?"
'I don't think so."
"Did Daniel Webster ever turn an

old ingrain carpet t'otherjside up, and
haul it around, and pull his blamed
arms off, and pound his thumb to a mash

in tacking it down ?"
"1 never heard that he did."
"And, sir, do you believe that Henry

Clay ever lugged an "old bedstean all
over the house, daubed around with
paint, and lifted stoves until his eyes
stuck out like lemons on a Horace Gree-

ley hat?"
"I never heard that Henry . was any

such man."
"No, of course you didn't, and yet you

and the rest of the world wonder why I
don't get up and perorate and philoso-

phize and theorize and thunder around
like an earthquake. Look at me ! Feel
of me ! Go ache as I ache, wilt as I
wilt, and then tell me if there is any
earthly chance for a man of moderate
means in this world for securing the lau-
rels of fame. Yes, sir, and even now I
am on my way down town to buy a
whitewash brush, two pounds of putty.
a peck of lime and four more papers of
tacks. Detroit ree jrress. .

BABY IS DEAD!

"Baby is dead I" Three little words
passing along the line, copied some-

where and soon forgotten. Bat after all
was quiet again I leaned my head upon
my hand and fell into a deep reverie of

all that those words may mean.

Somewhere a dainty form, still and
cold, unclasped by mother's arms to-

night. Eyes that yesterday were bright
and blue as skies of June dropped to-

night beneath white lids that no voice

can ever raise again.
Two soft hands whose roseleaf fingers

were wont to wander loviDgly around
mother's neck and face, loosely holding
white buds, quietly folded in coffined

rest

rUBLH BID WISELY BT

GEO. II. BLAKE,
BARTON.VT.

Terms. &ric(y in advance, $1.80 per annum. If
ot paid in advance. $2.00 a year. Subscriber living
utside of Orleans County must remit 10 cents extrar pottage. Jror cnveuience in remitting, we will
ive credit for one Tear and four months for $2.00. to
ubscribers In the county, and one year and three for
s.w to subscribers without Ihecounty, when sent
irictly in advance.
Katcs v Advebtisiho madeknownonappllcatlon.
Remit by P.O. Money Order, Registered Letter, or
raft. Watch the label on your paper and notice
hen your subscription expires, and see thatvour
iyraents are kept in advance. When money is sent
s we shall trive you the credit on the label at ono- -

r the label is notadvanued within two weeks, notify
d uj pusiKigsru,

BUSINESS DIRECTOBY.
0. W. PERCIVAL.

EALEB IN f (JRNITUUE. COFFINS AND
mascots, sanon, vu

F. W. BALDWIN,
TTORNEY AT LAW AND 80L1CIT0B IN

l. Chancery, Barton, Vt.

A! C. PARKER,
T POST OFFICK, BARTON LANDING. VT.,

L Fire and Accident Insurance Agent.

. W. 8ILSBT,
UCTIONEER A APPRAISER WEST BURKE,

l. Vt. All orders promptly attended to.

CHARLES F. BRANCH.
PHYSICIAN AND 8UROEON, COVENTRY. VT.

vsnD -- lOBiuouutj ui jur. oamuei mi roan It

L. H. THOMPSON,
TTORNEY. C0UN8EL0R AND SOLICITOR.. Also Bounty and Pension Agent. Irasburgh, Vt.

J. E. D WIN ELL.

IfANUF ACTUR3R AND DEALER IN FTJRNI-tur-e.

Coffins and f!Vt- wviu a m--
r, etc., Glover, Vt. 11.1

G. H. NEWLAND.
'"ENTI8T, NEWPORT. VT. WILL BE ATjr irasourgn the second Monday of every month
u iciuuiu ii uuji.

C. H. GREEN.
hvEALER IN BURIAL ROBES.COFFINS.CABK-- J

ets and Furniture. Austin's Block, Barton
uuiuK, it, nearse provided at funerals.

F. M.JERRY.
rlHE OLD DENTIST. MAIN STREET. BARTON.1 V All --,1, t . jf-- v. wwvim. uvjiio iu ucBii inaniier ana war- -

. uas bdu r,tner osea wnen desired.

J. A. PEARSON.
rvENTIST. BARTON.VT. OFFICE IN ROBIN-- J

son's Block over Hall's store. Consultation free.
'ner administered forlhe painless extraction

teeth. Naboli used to prevent pain in filling teeth.

WEST GLOVER.
Failing health causes the subscri- -
R to offer the following property
a sale:
Store, Dwelling House and Barn
taciied.
One good Dwelling House and
rn attached.
Also one Farm of 100 acres, one
le f rom said West Glover.
For a more full description call
D EXAMINE THE PREMISES OR ADDRESS
E SUBSCRIBER.
A LIBERAL AMOUNT OF THE PURCHASE
NEY CAN LAY ON MORTGAGE IF DESIRED.

pOODS CHEAPER THAN EVER UNTIL
10RK IS 80LD.

E. 0. RANDALL.
)ec. 27, 1880.

0UUME1TTS!
onuments made from any vari- -

Y of Marble or Granite, erected
short notice, at the lowest cash

tees. A good stock of

NISHED MARBLE WORK
jastantly on hand ; also specimens
Quincy, Concord, Woodbury, Red
ach, scotch and English Granite.

For further particulars call on or addrssi

R. Mack, Ilardwick, Vt.
arch, 28, 1881. .

tA9n P6' naT at home. Samples worth $5LUtPUfiee. Address Stinioa4C9.,Portland.Me.

O-L-O XiljL HlXl p. ftoweU Co'a Newtrawf
vertlBlng Bureau (10 Spruce St. Vwhere advertisingttracts may be made lor It Lit MEW XORK,

I H A. Y E

Tor Sale
the

Larnest anrl Best Assortment

OF

A G O N S
EVER BUILT IN ORLEANS COUNTY.

V)ple wishing to buy are invited to call and exanw

y stock, and will find it to their advantage to da

U have six different styles and have taken partlc- -

toalns with every branch of the work, and have a

r finished buggy than ever before.

ase call and examine them and I will try hard
you one.

C. J. UFFORD.
fton.VC. May 9.1881. 19tf

GRIST MILL

Grist Mill in Glover VIIIuca nffirol far a.la
i'asonable terms. Dossel 111 ffiVAtl tat AllfiA Thfl
Las recently been

THOROUGHLY REPAIRED
is in excellent condition for business. It con-fo-ur

sets of stones, a merchants bolt for grind-este- rn

wheat, three other large bolts, two smut
, and everything necessary for a fiist-cla- ss milL
mill was rented durine the veara 1877-R-- O fnr

A YEAR. It is situated In an excellent
f? and dairv lrwnlitw vhnr. th. form-.- .- r i

quantities of grain, and raise a great amount of. ., .f ft,, mill 1 -- A3.um unii uuira ior ih excellent wneat
ng apparatus, and has always commanded a
run of custom. The area of country that nat- -
ffeta iLa erinrtinp Ann at. this mill ! in..
j i, y iv r. ui,r.s, i ne mill nas usually... .vfrv nmnun a iiam.i.. ..ti H- -

?rain anrt frf mnA n . . . w ABtvi ,

In one of the best localities in Northern Vermont
u wen w examine tnis one. Also.

11G00D SAW MILL
liing the Grist Mill, which Is being put In an exa n.ia Af M...i. a iutre amount or cuatomg done every year. Good Bituaiion to parchase

r to stock mill when desired. Address or call on
ucu. w. aixs Aicso, AdniiniBtnitor.

Barton, YU

THE ROBINS,

They chose their nook, the bonnie birds.
'Mid the crab-tree- 's perfumed snow ;

And her three blue eggs the brown hen laid
In her warm, soft nest 'neath the blossoms' shade ;

ADd patience she kept her watch of love,
And patience her mate to feed her strove.
But It's oh, and it's oh, for the bonnie birds.

For a weary wait they had.
While the hours danced by 'neath the aweet spring

sky,
And the thickets rang where the thrushes sang,

And the fields were with cowslips clad.

They hatched their eggs, the bonnie birds,
By one, by two, by three ;

And hour by hour each yellow bill
Gaped wide for parents' toil to fill ;

And the robins, on swift, untiring wing.
Tended each clamoring nursling.
But it's oh, and it's oh, for the bonnie birds,

For a heavy task was theirs.
As from morn's first light to the fall of night
Still to and fro on their quest they go.

Nor ever might cease from eares.

They tended their yonng, the bonnie birds.
Till the counted weeks wore past.

Till the down grew dark upon back and crest,
And the red turned bright on each little breast;
And with chirp and twitter, and preen of feather,
The brood hopped out of the nest together.
And it's oh, and it's oh, for the bonnie birds.

Who had watched and worked their da-y-
Worked hour by hour, through sun and shower;
For their task was done, and then one by one

The fledglings flew away I

"Irene, is it hard for you to bear cool
treatment?" "Well, Josephine, that de
pends. If strawberry ice-crea- m is the
cool treat meant I can stand it with great
equinimity."

"This isn't a menagerie," sharply ob
served an irascible deacon to a man who
was trying to force a passage through the
crowd at a church doorway. "No, I pre-
sume not," returned the stranger, "or
they wouldn't leave any of the animals to
block up the entrance."

"Do you want to kill the child?" ex
claimed a eentleman. as he saw a hnv tin
the baby ou! of its carriage on the walk.
"No, not quite," replied the boy ; "but if
I can get him to bawl loud enough, moth-
er will take care of him while I go and
wade in the ditch with Johnny Bracer J"

Josh Billings, in a zoological moment,
writes : "The peculiarity of the fly is that
he returns to the same spot; but it is the
characteristic of the mosquito that he re
turns to another spot. Thus he differs
from the leopard, which does not change
its spots. This is an important fact in
natural history."

The farmer turns the furrow
With a careless unconcern ;

And
The farmess worts the handle

Of the big churn.

Their son sorts oat the 'taters
For plan tin', In the cellar;

While
Their daughter on the back porch

Is talkin' to her feller.

The latest and most refreshing Sabbath
school incident happened in a class not a
thousaud miles from Lewiston. The
teacher had grown eloquent in picturing
to his pupils the beauties of heaven, and
he finally asked: "What kind of little
boys go to heaven?" A lively little four
year old boy, with kicking boots, flourish-
ed hi fist. "Well, you may answer,"
said the teacher. 1 'Dead ones !" the little
fellow shouted, at the extent of his lungs.

The following is a verbatim copy of a
composition recently written by a Bucks
county, Pa., boy, aged ten years, on the
subject of rainy days. "Rainy days are
disagreeable and it makes the sisterns
full up to the top. Our sistern is so you
can dip it out with a tin cup and makes
the river rise. Sometimes it rises about
ten inches and men go to sales and get
wet and go home and their wives take
cold and sometimes get very bad and their
husbands have to go for the doctor and
the doctor sometimes does not do them
any good and they get bedfast and have
to get a hiard girl." .

Elder Traverse, who lately died at Buf-
falo, was formerly the most noted camp-meeti- ng

leader in eastern New York. At
one time a notorious bully, "Chicago
Bob," interrupted the congregation while
singing by crowing. "Sit down, Robert,"
said Traverse. "Chicago Bob sits down
for no one," growled the bully. "Sit down
Robert," once more said the elder, Bob's
reply was a movement to throw off his
coat. The elder dealt him blow after
blow until he retired discomfited. Next
day Bob appeared among the repentant
sinners. "Are you in earnest, Robert?"
mildly inquired the elder. "I am." "Re-
ally seeking faith?" "You bet! If faith
helps a man get in his work as quick as
you did yesterday I'm bound to have it if
I sell my hat."

Itching Piles Symptoms and Cure.
The symptoms are moisture, like per

spiration, intense itching, increased by
scratching, very distressing, particularly
at night, as if pin worms were crawling
in and about the rectum ; the private parts
are sometimes anected; if allowed to con-
tinue very serious results may follow,
"Dr. Swatke's Aix-IIkali-xg Ointment'
is a pleasant sure cure. Also for tetter.
itch, salt rheum, scald head, erysipelas,
barber's itch, blotches, all scaly, crusty,
cutaneous eruptions. Price 50 cents. 3
boxes for $1.25. Sent by mail to any ad
dress on receipt of price in currency, or
three cent postage stamps. Prepared only
by Dr. swayne & Son, 330 North Sixth St.,
Philadelphia, Pa., to whom letters should
be addressed. Sold by all prominent
druggists. . 471y

"It seems rather lonely here" Baid the
little oli spinster to herself, "and the
rooms are very large and dreary-lookin- g,

but I dare say that I can hire a little
furniture in the village, and the garden
is really superb. I never saw such tu
lip roots in my life. And the little
brook twinkling at the bottom of the
hill is an idyl in itself."

Miss Briggs, who had a great deal of
.poetry in her starved soul, set down the
can, and reached over to look out of the
window at the golden western sky.

"So quiet, too;" said she, "so seclud
ed !"

But, to her amazement, even as she
looked, she perceived the figure of a
stout old gentleman, bald and spectacled
and carrying an immense flat travelling
case under his arm, who was picking
his way among the rose-brie- rs that lay
prone across the path, stopping here and
there to examine the growth of silver--

green house-leek- s on the garden wall.
Miss Briggs, who was somewhat near

sighted, jumped at once to the conclu-

sion that this interloper was a tramp.
She hurled a tin can recklessly down in
to the currant bushes.

"Go away !" she cried.
Mr. Hyde peered upward with one

hand back of his ear. "Eh?" said he.
"Or I'll set the dog on you," squeak

ed Miss Briggs, encouraged by the shrill
bark of the terrier.

"Woman," said the scientist, "who
are you ?"

"I'll let you know," said MisS Briggs,
waxing more and more excited in her
indignation. "How dare you trespass
on my premises ?"

"How dare you trespass on mine ?"
retorted the old gentleman curtly.

"He's a madman," thought Miss
Briggs ; and she remembered with a
thrill of terror that there waa no key to

the front door, and the bolt was rusted
in two pieces.

At the same moment the sound of
whooping voices was heard through the
wide, echoing halls, and three chubby
lads rushed hilariously in, tumbling over
one another as they came.

"Hurrah 1" they shouted, "hurrah I

Ain't this a jolly old cavern of a house I

My I here's a fire ! and here's an old
woman I"

"Boys," said she, severely, "what are
doing here ?''

"Why," said Master Bruco Bellairs,
cetat eleven, "it's our house. And pa
and ma are helping unpack the cart at
the south door. And I've got a redbird
and Johnny's got a brood of Brahma
chickens in a basket, and Pierre has got
a monkey."

"But boys," said Miss Briggs, with a
little hysterical gasp, "this is my house."

vNo, it ain't," said the three Master
Bellairs in chorus ; "it's ours. We've
rented it for a year, and pa and ma are
unpacking down stairs."

"Is that your pa ?" said Miss Briggs,
with a sudden inspiration, as she point-
ed to the old gentleman in the garden,
who stood stock-stil- l, like the Egyptian
obelisk. ' :

. "No," said Pierre.
"Nothing of the sort," said Johnny.
"Our pa ain't such a guy as that,"

chuckled Bruce.

"I think I must be asleep and dream-

ing," said Miss Briggs, as the door
opened, and a stout, blooming matron
entered upon the scene, with a kerosene
lamp in one band and a basket of care-

fully packed china in the other, while
from her finger depended a bird-cag- e.

"My good woman," said the Rev. Mrs.
Bellairs, "I suppose you have come to
see about a situation. If you can bring
good references as to character "

"You are entirely mistaken, madam,"
said Miss Briggs with energy. "I am
here because "

But at that moment, Mrs. Kipple her-

self, accompanied by Dorcas, her maid,
entered the room. She was a tall, hand
some woman, dressed in elegant mourn-
ing, and she used an eyeglass when she
talked, and somehow she seemed to take
up a good deal more room than anyone
else. Mrs. Bellairs set down the lamp
and the bird-cag- e, Misa Briggs terrier
stopped barking, and the three boys in

stinctively retired behind the starch
box.

Who are you all ?" said Mrs. Kip
ple, surveying them through her eye
glass. "And how came you to be here ?"

WANTED.
A strong, middle-age- woman to take care of an

invalid, to whom good wages and steady employment
will be given. Apply to
17 tf O. D. OWEN, Barton. Vt.

ARE YOU
Going to Paint?

IF SO, TEY THE

S PAINT

This paint bas been on the market many years and
has stood the severe test of time, baving

been used for every purpose.
It is prepared in cans

READY FOR USE.

PUT TJI? IN
ALL SHADES of COLORS
And Warranted to be the most Durable, Economical,

and Convenient Paint in use.

Send for a Sample Card
Containing' Colors.

The following testimonial from Dr. Hoskins of New-
port Is a good recommend from a gentleman who
knows whereof he speak b:

"I have used the Averill Chemical Paint at different
times during the last ten years for both outside and
Inside work, and I do not hesitate to say of it that it is
by far the most durable and handsomest paint I have
any knowledge of. A house of mine painted with the
Averill paint nine years ago looked better than houses
near that have been painted three years with ordinary
lead paints." ,

This Paint has been used and is highly recommend-
ed by Benj. Mossman of Barton For sale by

7 E.Fs DUTTON, Barton, Vt. .

ALSO BT .' . '

J. Y. GHEEN, Newport.

ONE OFUHE OLDEST AND MOST RELIABLE
REMEDIES IN THE WORLD FOR

THE CURE OF

Coughs, Colds, Hoarseness,
Sore Throat, Bronchitis,
influenza, Asthma, I

'
. Whooping Cough, -- .

Croup, and i
c Every affection of the ,

THROAT, LUNGS AND CHEST,
including

CONSUMPTION, I

: A WELL-KNOW- N PHYSICIAN WRITES i .. .
" It does not dry up a cough, and leave the cause

behind, as is the case with most preparations, but
loosens it, cleanses the lungs and allays irritation,
thus removing the cause of complaint."

DO NOT BE DECEIVED by articles bear-In- g

similar names. Be sure you get
UK. WISTAR'S BALSAM OF WILD CHERRY,

with the signature of " I. BUTTS " on the wrapper.
50 Cents and S1.00 a Bottle.

Prepared by SETH W. FOWLE-- & SONS, Bos-Io-n,

Mass. Sold by druggists and dealers generally.

Headquarters for Carpet Sweepers.
nest in tne world for $3.00.
Money returned if not satis- -

L iaciorr, uuenii terms 10.- MYSTIC jn .,-- .., :

with each sweeper win send
cards forlSc. Also, Wringer ft

Wash Bancs combined

Carpel. Swep.u euDonor article.
Favorable

Hold
terns

on

to dealers and agents. E. B.
ria-K-, 4i inaia at., Boston

J. A. PEAHSOIT,
DENTIST,

BAETON,VT.
(formerly with C. R. Pell, Montpelier, Vt.)

Office in Robinson block, where be may be fonnd at
all business hours, ready to attend to the duties of his
profession. All work warranted. Consultation free.
Oasand Ether administered for the painless extraction
of teeth. Maboli used to prevent pain in filling teeth.

wo Boarding place at Mrs. M. e. Jones.
References: J. M. Tern pie ton .M.D.; Hon. Chas

H. Heath; P. H. Hickley , Esq. ; Chester Clark, Pro
prietor American House, all of Montpelier.

in every
county in this State to take
orders fur Nursery Stock.
Steady and dettrable iiv
nlovment AT ' nnimIVA(E8. Experience In
the business not required.
Nurseries widely and favor-

ably known For terms address C. L. VAN DUSEN,
Van Dusen Nurseries ' GENEVA. N. V.

Established 1839. J - Also Stock at Wholesale

NOTICE.
All persons indebted to the Insolvent Estate of C.

B. Stone of Barton are hereby notified that all claims
due to said estate most be settled with the assignee at
once, or the same will be collected with costs.

JAMES BUSWELL, Assignee.
Barton, VU, May 2, 1881. 18tf

In 1875, when the democrats orga-

nized the House of Representatives for
the first time after the war, there was a
general clearing out of old clerks to
make places for the friends of democra-
tic congressmen. Two old attaches of
the House, who had held their places
through many administrations, Mr. Bar-

clay, the journal clerk, and Dr. Mahaffy
one of the reading clerks,' supposed that
Congress could not get along without
them, and that they were not therefore,
in any danger of removal. Sitting in
their arm-chai- rs in their office, Gen.
Garfield said, as they blew the smoke
from their cigars, they congratulated
each other ; "Well, it is to be expected
that these poor devils of under clerks
would lose thair places, but we are
solid. Adams, the new clerk of the
House, will never be fool enough to
turn us out" But one day, as unex-

pectedly aa a thunder from a clear sky,
came the announcement that even Bar-

clay and Mahaffy had been removed.
Both men immediately put on their hats
and went over to Sanderson's in search
of liquid consolation. They drank con-

fusion to Clerk Adams and the whole
democratic party, and they cluck led and
laughed as they called up in imagina-
tion the inextricable tangle into which
the business of the House would get as
soon as they left their desks ; and final-

ly, when they were pretty full, they
started back to the capitol arm in arm.
As they beat up against the wind across
the piazza, Dr. Mahaffy burst out into
an immoderate laugh. "I shay, Bar-

clay," said he (hie), "won't it be a
good joke when they come (hie) to us on
their bended knees and beg us to come
back and straighten things out?" Just
then Barclay, who didn't 6eem to ap-

preciate the joke very much, stopped,
straightened himself up, and, pointing
at the goddess of Liberty on the dome
of the capitol, as he shook his infirm
finger at it, said : "D'ye see her (hie),
Mahaffy? She totters 1 she totters!"
Well, Barclay and Mahaffy have almost
been forgotten at the capitol, but the
goddess of Liberty still stands at the
top of the dome. Providence Press.

UNCLE ESEK7S WISDOM.

He who works and waits, wins.

A thoroughly neat woman is never an
unchaste one.

If there were no listeners there would

be no flatterers.
Common sense is the gift of heaven ;

enough of it is genius.
Crime is the outgrowth of vice ; to

6top the former you must weed out the

latter.
If contentment is happiness, it is bet-

ter to be contented with a good deal
than a little.

The vanities and ambitions of an old
man are too weak and ridiculous to be

dangerous.
The man who haa no foolishness iu

his nature probably has something worse

in place of it
There is a kind of honesty that is

nothing but fear, and a sort of patience
that is nothing but laziness.

We owe one-ha- lf our success in this
world to some circumstance and the oth-

er half to taking circumstance on the
wing.

A cunning man is often shrewd but
seldom wise. He sets so many traps
for others that he generally gets into
some of them himself.

Ceremonies and bills of fare seem to

be necessary. Many people would not
know how to act without the one nor
what to eat without the other.

Coquetry is more natural to woman
than prudery. A woman seldom out-

lives all her coquetry, and never becomes
a prude until she is obliged to. Scrib
ner.

Diphtheria poisons the blood. Convales-
cents should take Hood's Sarsaparilla to
neutralize and eradicate the poison matter.

who wanted a quiet country home, with
woods and meadows in its vicinity, so

as to prosecute his beloved sciences.
And MacPherson & Co., of Long Island,
made a bargain with the Rev. Mr. Bel-lair- s,

an invalid clergyman, who was in
search of country air and complete re-

pose. Mrs. Bellairs was a pattern house-

keeper, and gloried in the prospect of
grass-bleachin- g, new-lai- d eggs, wild
raspberries, and ' plenty of plums and
apricots for preserving purposes.

And, strangely enough it never occur
red to any of the three real-esta- te agents
to let the other two know of bis . action.

"There is never any demand for Kip
ple Grange," said MacPherson & Co.,
indifferently.

"I'll write to Pixley and old Mac
when I get time,"said Beggarall.

"There's no hurry about Kipple
GraDge," thought, Pixley. "If Miss

Briggs keeps it from tumbling to pieces,
she will do very well."

Meanwhile Mrs. Kipple herself, the
plump widow whose grandfather on her
husband's side had bequeathed her this
impracticable piece of property, began
to think of running down to look at it
herself. "They tell me there's no such
thing as letting it," said she. "I've a
mind to go down and see for myself.
One really pines for the country, now
that they are selling lilac blossoms and
pansies in the streets ; and I'm quite
sure that a change of air would do me
good. I'll take Dorcas, my maid, and
a few cans of peachef and sardines, and
we'll picnic at Kipple Grange, just for
the fun of the thing." ....

"It never rains but it pours," aaith
the ancient proverb ; so upon this windy
blooming April day, when the sunny
meadow slopes were purpled all over
with wild violets, and the yellow narcis
sus was shaking its golden tassels over
the neglected borders of Kipple Grange,
the old brick house, which had stood

empty for six good years at least, be
came all of a sudden alive.

It was an ancient mildewed structure
on the edge of a wood, an old red house
whose front garden, tangled over with
rose-brier- s, and grown with the fantas
tic trunks of mossy pear-tree- s, and ap-

ples that leaned almost to the ground,
sloped down to the bank of a merry lit
tle rivulet.. Here the tiger lilies lifted
their scarlet turbans in the July sun
shine, and the clumps of velvety sweet- -

williams blossomed first and sweetest.
Great cream-hearte- d roses swung against
the tumble-dow- n stone wall, and love-i-n

ist London-prid- e, and all those rare
ed flowers our ancestors ran


